210             SIR  MARTIN  FROBISHER
pinnace. Coming up Channel with a fair wind. The
word was passed, and as the beacons flared from hill
to hill and horsemen sped along the valley roads to
London (send powder and provisions!), the English
ships were warped out one by one from behind Mount
Edgecombe, opposite the Hoe, across Cawsand Bay,
and anchored under the lee of Rame Head. This mas-
terly manoeuvre was inspired by the assumption that
Medina would inevitably cork them up in the Sound
and, letting drive fireships among them, efiect their
entire destruction, precisely as Drake had proposed to
deal with them in the Tagus. A few small privateers
were slowly taking position behind the Queen's ships.
At last, at three o'clock of the Saturday afternoon,
the Armada, a hundred and fifty sail, were sighted from
the hilltop and Lord Howard weighed anchor.
Medina-Sidonia now committed a serious blunder,
If he had intended to carry out Philip's orders he should
have stood away, south of the Eddystone, and made
off up-Channel. But he was so sure of his own over-
whelming strength that he hove to for the night.
So far he had seen practically nothing of the English
fleet. During the night his lookouts saw ships, like
shadows, tacking to and fro between the Spanish ships
and the shore. What he did not see was the whole main
battle fleet of Lord Howard standing away to the south
across his bows. It was raining at times and the visi-
bility was low. In the morning the English were com-
ing up on the wind upon his rear, in line of battle,
joined by the small ships who had been seen tacking
to and fro in Whitesand Bay.
The Ark Royal, Lord Howard's flagship, and three
other great ships sailed along the line of galleons heel
ing over to the wind, and poured in their broadside;
between wind and water. The other English ships car
rled out the same manoeuvre on the two wings, wearinj